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PREFACE 



*' Quelle blague, quelle lugvibre blague que la vie" — 

August Strindbero. 



The shadow of the exceeding sorrow of living which, in 
these latter days, hovers over the world-wide realm of 
letters has settled in deep darkness upon the literature 
of the far North. That literature is summed up for the 
general in the writings of Ibsen and Bjomson, and fairly 
adequately summed up, for in them is mirrored the spirit 
of the time and place. All that is most terrible, most 
tragic, most pessimistic in that spirit and place is incar- 
nate in August Strindberg, the Swedish dramatist whose 
work is here presented, I believe for the first time, to the 
English reading public It would be absurd to claim for 
Strindberg equality with the master minds of the day. 
But pessimism has been and is still a mighty factor in 
literature. A power of evil, it may be, but a great 
power: a power that has at least brought letters into 
harmony with the keynote of modem existence. And 
Strindberg is the most pessimistic of living pessimists — 
for Nietszche is living dead That is his claim to dis- 
tinction : that is why his work deserves study. 

Strindberg's pessimism is no reasoned philosophy of 
the mind : it is bitter conviction of personal experience. 
His way of life has been a veritable via dolarosa, a 
way, no doubt, of his own choosing, of his own making. 
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PREFACE 

Hifl many volumes of autobiography, to which further 
reference must be made, are long records of unending 
crises of souL Mr Justin IL McCarthy, in an article 
published in a magazine some years ago, thus pictures his 
early hiBtory. " Strindberg springs, I believe, quite from 
the people : his youth belongs to the ^ servile life of the 
cities/ Poverty twice interrupted his studies at the 
University of Upsala, and to say that implies very grind- 
ing poverty. Poverty made many things of him — ^made 
him an assistant teacher at a school in Stockholm, made 
him a doctor's assistant, made him a super at a theatre. 
Men of the Gil Bias temperature, men of the Con Cregan 
temper, would have found food for mirth in all these 
vicissitudes : Strindberg seems to have found only bitter- 
ness, conbativeness, a fierce indignation like unto Swift's. 
When he left the University he became, b& many a 
gallant youth has become, a journalist, drifting from one 
news-sheet to another, till in 1874 he drifted into the 
comparatively tranquil haven of an assistant Ubrarianship. 
In this haven he remained for some years. Then his 
active literary career began. Then came years of travel, 
years of incessant production, years of incessant strife. 
Then came the influence of the German philosopher 
Nietszche. Then came fame and unhappiness and all 
the elements that have made him what he is.'' And 
the sorrow of his later life has been more grinding, more 
lasting than his early poverty. Bodily pains are as 
nothing when a man is in agony of spirit. What a 
terrible thing life must be to him who makes confession 
in an extract of autobiography in " Inferno" ; " To search 
for God and to find the Devil 1 That is what ha» 
happened to me." 
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PREFACE 

It was Strindberg who first brought to Sweden the 
realism which we have come to associate with the names 
of Zola^ de Ooncourt^ Maupassant. It was as a novelist 
that he first caught attention. The catalogue of his 
works would fill pages. He has written poetry, short 
stories, novels, essays innumerable. He is a passionate 
controversialist, an embittered politician. But the man 
and his work are seen most clearly in his plays, more 
clearly even than in his autobiography. 

It is curious that Strindberg like Ibsen began his 
career as a dramatist by writing historical plays. In 
1881 his first piece, ^'Master Olaf/' a long and, to English 
readers, rather wearisome work dealing with the religious 
differences of the Swedish Lutherans, was performed in 
Stockholm. This was followed by the " Secret of the 
Guild," a tragic-comedy of the fifteenth century, and 
"Bengt's Wife," another historical play of Reformation 
days, with, in the background, a suggestion of problem- 
atic modernity. It is in "Bengt's Wife" that we 
catch a first glimpse of the hand, cold and merciless, 
that has dared to dissect humanity, of the writer who 
in observing, understanding, dissecting the female soul 
has come to hate womankind with a hatred, not un- 
reasoning yet most intense and implacable. 

" The Father " was produced in 1887. Of the play 
itself I need write little. It requires no explanatory 
notes, no glossary. If it need defence that is best 
supplied by the author himself In the prefetce to '^ Miss 
Julie," one of the most striking and suggestive of the 
apologies for realism that have ever been ofiered, August 
Strindberg makes confession of the dramatic faith that 
has guided his work. This manifesto is too long for 
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PREFACE 

full quotation here, but the following extract dealing 
particularly with ''The Father" gives some idea 
of its scope and serves, moreover, to explain the 
choice of a theme so exceptional, so utterly isolated 
from all that is commonplace and ordinary in ex- 
istence. 

'' Some people," he writes, " have accused my tragedy, 
' The Father,' of being too sad, as though one desired a 
merry tragedy. People call authoritatively for the ' Joy of 
Life ' and theatrical managers call for fiut^es, as though the 
* Joy of Life ' consisted in being foolish, and in describing 
people who each and eveiy one are sufiering from St 
Vitus's dance or idiocy. I find the joy of life in the 
powerful, terrible struggles of Ufc ; and the capabUity 
of experiencing something, of learning something, is a 
pleasure to me. And therefore I have chosen an 
unusual but instructive subject; in other words, an 
exception, but a great exception, that wiU strengthen 
the rules which offend the apostle of the commonplace. 
What will ftirther create antipathy in some, is the fact 
that my plan of action is not simple, and that there 
is not one view alone to be taken of it An event in 
life — ^and that is rather a new discovery — ^is usually occa- 
sioned by a series of more or less deep-seated motifs, but 
the spectator generally chooses that one which his power 
of judgment finds simplest to grasp, or that his gift of 
judgment considers the most honourable. For example, 
someone commits suicide : ' Bad business ! ' says the 
citizen ; * Unhappy love ! ' says the woman. ' Sickness ! ' 
the sick man ; ' Disappointed hopes I ' the bankrupt But 
it may be that none of these reasons is the real one, and 

that the dead man hid the real one by pretending another 

•• • 
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JPREFACE 

that would throw the most favourable light on his 
memory." ^ 

There is little to be gained by following in detail Strind- 
berg's subsequent career as a dramatist He has produced 
a number of plays in the likeness of "The Father" — 
among the most notable, ''Miss Julie/' an appalling stoiy 
of a neurotic woman, and " Comrades," a bitterly cynical 
picture of an unlovely marriage. All are black with 
the curse of misogyny. More instructive, although 
more bewildering and inexplicable, are the volumes of 
autobiography and the three volumes of the '' Inferno." 

There came a time when the author of " The Father " 
tired of humanity, turned fix>m the study of the finite to 
search infinitude, to search for the powers of light and 
darkness that make and mar humanity. Strindberg is 
possessed of the insatiable thirst that for ever craves in 
the mind of the scientist He pinned down his own soul 
under the microscope, tried to write the record of his 
self-discoveries, the autobiography of occult existence, 
and produced the ' Inferno.' 

In it you will find a pessimism so abysmal and 
terrifying as to defy comparison with the darkest 
thoughts of your darkest hours. I admit that I have 
never reached the second volume of "Inferno." One 
does not wilfully prolong a nightmare. If one could 
be certain that these volumes contained, as the author 
claims for them, a veritable autobiography, they would 
be worthy of the attention that every psychologist be- 
stows on a rare human document Must they not rather 
be r^arded as the awful imaginings of an overtired 

^ Quoted from Mr J. H. M'Carthy's translation in the GerUUmarCs 
Magagine, 1892. 
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PREFACE 

brain? It seems impossible that any being could have 
suffered all that is here depicted and retain his sanity. 
And Strindberg is still eminently sane. 

Yet, as I stated at the beginning of this brief study, 
Strindberg is the high priest of a vast modem cult, 
and all his utterances are worthy of attention. The 
most interesting thing in the ^^ Inferno" is his attitude 
towards mysticism and the mystic. Pessimism and 
mysticism are closely allied: the progress of J. K. 
Huysmans' antobiographical hero is proof of this. 
The pessimist cannot fail to be attracted by faith, 
for the agony of pessimism lies in the consciousness 
of the malady and the knowledge of a cure which 
seems utterly beyond the grasp. Read the later works 
of Pierre Loti if you would appreciate the tragedy of the 
man who is compelled to despise a child-like fiuth, and 
yet cries ever, " Oh, that I could believe ! " The hero of 
Huysmans' '^ En Route " found, or is finding, his desired 
haven. In the closing lines of '* Inferno " there is, too, a 
prophecy of an ultimate belief, the dim foreshadowing 
of a future hope. The coincidence is curious and 
instructiva It seems to point to the steady march 
of the thinkers towards religion, for both Huysmans and 
Strindberg have wrestled with life, and searched long in 
its deepest depths and highest heights. W. 



THE FATHER 



PERSONS 

A Cavalby Captain. 

Lauba, his wtfe. 

BebthAi their daughter. 

Db Ostbbmabk. 

I'he Pastob. 

Thb Nubse. 

NOjd. 

Thb Obdebly. 



ACT I 

A sitting-room at the Captain's. A door in the background to 
the right. In the middle of the room a large round table 
strewn with newspapers and magazines. To the right a 
leathered-covered sofa and table. In the right-hand comer 
a private door. To the left a bureau with a clock on it, 
and a door to the inner rooms. Arms on the wall, also 
guns and gamebags. Clothes pegs by the door on which 
hang uniform coats. A lighted lamp on the large table. 

Scene I 

The Captain and the Pastor (on the sofa). 

[The Captain in undress uniform and riding boots 
with spurs. The Pastor in black mth a white 
neckcloth, lyut without his clerical ruff; he is 
smoking a pipe. 

The Captain (rings). 

Orderly. 
Yes, sir. 

Captain. 

Is Nojd out there ? 

Orderly. 

Nojd is waiting for orders in the kitchen. 

Captain. 
Is he in the kitchen again ! Fetch him in at once. 



THE FATHER act l sc. l 

Orderly. 
Yes, sir. [Ooes. 

The Pabtor. 

What is wrong now ? 

Captain, 

Oh, the rascal has got the girl into trouble again ; he is a 
thoroughly bad lot 

Pastor. 

Nojd do you say? Why, he was to the fore in the 
spring, wasn't he ? 

CAPTArar. 

Yes, don't you remember? But won't you be kind 
enough to say a few friendly words to him, and 
perhaps you may make some impression on him. 
I've sworn at him, and I've flogged him too, but it 
hasn't the least effect 

Pastor. 

And now you want me to lecture him. What impression 
do you suppose the Word of God will make on a 
trooper? 

Captain. 
Well, it certainly has no effect on me, you know. 

Pastor. 
I know that well enough. 

Captain. 
But on him I Try at all events. 



ACT I. sc. II. THE FATHER 

Scene II 

The Former. Nojd. 

Captain. 
What have you been doing now, Nojd ? 

N5JD. 
Begging your pardon, Captain, I can't possibly say while 
the Pastor is here. 

Pastor. 
Don't be bashfiil, my lad. 

Captain. 
You had better confess, or you know how it will be. 

NojD. 

Well, then, it was like this; we were at a dance at 
Gabriel's, and then — ^and then Ludwig said . . . 

Captain. 

What has Ludwig to do with the story. Stick to the 
truth. 

NoJD. 

Yes, and then Emma said that we should go into the 
bam. 

Captain. 
Ah, I suppose it was Emma who led you astray ? 

Nojd. 

Well, that's about it And I must say that unless the 
^1 is wUIing nothing ever comes of it. 
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THE FATHER act i. sc. ii. 

Captain. 
Onoe for all : are you the child's &ther or not ? 

NOjd. 
How should I know ? 

Captain. 
What do you mean ? Can't you tell that ? 

NOjd, 
Why no, one can never be quite sure. 

Captain. 
Were you not the only one then ? 

N5JD. 

Tes, that time, but I can't be sure that I was the only 
one for all that 

Captain. 

Do you lay the blame on Ludwig then? Is that what 
you mean ? 

N5JD. 
It isn't easy to know who to lay the blame on. 

Captain. 
Yes, but you told Emma that you would marry her. 

N&FD. 

Ohy one always has to say that ... 

6 



ACT I. sc. II. THE FATHER 

Captain (to Pastor). 
This is really dreadfuL 

Pastor. 

These are old stories I But listen, Nojd, you are surely 
man enough to know whether you are the father or 
not 

NOjd. 

Well, certainly, I and the gurl , but you know yourself, 

Pastor, tiiat it needn't come to anything for all that. 

Pastor. 

Look here, my lad, we are talking about you now. Ton 
will surely not leave the girl alone with the child. I 
suppose we can't compel you to marry her, but you 
shall provide for the child I that you ^mII do. 

NojD. 
Well, then, Ludwig must too. 

Captain. 

Then the case must go to the Courts. I can't dis- 
entangle all this, and after all it doesn't concern me. 
So now, be off 

Pastor. 

Nojd, one word I Don't you think it is dishonourable to 
leave a girl like that in absolute destitution with her 
child ? Don't you think so ? Heigh ? Don't you see 
that such a mode of action . . . h'm . . . h'm. 

7 
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NOjd. 

YeB, if only I knew for certain thai I was fitther to the 
child, but one can never be sure of that. Pastor, and 
to slave all one's life for another man's child is not 
pleasant Surely you, Pastor, and the Ci^tain, can 
understand that for yourselves. 

Captain. 
Be off 

God keep you, Captain. [Ooes. 

Captain. 
But don't go into the kitchen again, you rascal I 

scenb iii 

The Captain and the Pastob. 

Captain. 
Now why didn't you come down upon him ? 

Pastob. 
What do you mean ? Didn't I give it him ? 

Captain. 
Why, you only sat and muttered to yourself 

Pastob. 

To tell the truth I really don't know what to say. It is a 
pity about the girl, certainly, but it is a pity about the 
lad, too. For just think if he were not the fietther. 

8 



ACT I. sc. m. THE FATHER 

The girl can nurse the child for four months at the 
orphanage, and then it will be permanently provided 
for, but the lad can do no such thing. The girl will get 
a good place afterwards in some respectable house, 
but the lad's future may be ruined if he is dismissed 
from the regiment 

Captain. 

Upon my soul I should like to be in the Magistrate's 
shoes and judge this case. The lad is probably not 
quite innocent, one can't be sure, but the one thing 
one can be sure of is that the girl is guilty if there 
be any guilt in the matter. 

Pastor. 

Well, well, I judge no man I But what were we talking 
about when this tiresome story interrupted us. It 
was about Bertha and the confirmation, wasn't it ? 

Captain. 

Yes, but it was surely not about the confirmation par- 
ticularly, but the whole of her education. ThiK 
house is fiill of women who all want to educate my 
child My mother-in-law wants to make a spiritual- 
ist of her, Laura insists on her being an artist ; the 
goyemess wants to make her a Methodist, old 
Margret a Baptist, and the servant-girls a Salva- 
tionist It won't do to toy and make a soul in 
patches like that : especially when I, who have the 
chief rig^t to form her character, have all my effbrto 
opposed I am determined to get her out of tblM 
house. 

9 
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Pastor, 
There are too many women here govemmg the house. 

Captain. 

Yes, aren't there? It is like going into a cage full of 
tigers, and if I did not hold red-hot irons under their 
noses they might tear me to pieces at any moment I 
And you, you laugh, you villain. Was it not enough 
that I took your sister for my wife, without your 
palming off your old stepmother on me. 

Pastor. 

Well but, good Heavens, one cannot have stepmothers 
in one's house. 

Captain. 

No, you think it better to have mothers-in-law instead — 
in other people's houses that is to say. 

Pastor. 
Ah well, everyone of us has his burden in this life. 

Captain. 

Yes, but I have certainly too heavy a one. I have even 
my old nurse in addition, who treats me as if I ought 
to wear bibs still. She is a good old soul. Heaven 
knows, but she is not in the right place here. 

Pastor. 

You must keep order among the women folk, Adolf. 
You let them dictate to you far too much. 

10 
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Now, look lieve, wOl joa cnliightfiii me as to lioir to ke^p 
wder among the women folk? 

Pasttob. 

Laura was treated with a firm hand, but then, although 
she is my own aister, I must admit she really ¥mt a 
little troublesome. 

Captain. 

Laura has certainly her weak pointSi but with her the;^ 
don't amount to much. 

Pastor, 
Pray speak quite plainly, I know her. 

Captain. 

She has been brought up with romantic Ideas and flndN it 
a little difficult to accommodate herself to ciruuni^ 
stances, but in any case she is my wife . • • 

Pastou. 

And because she is your wife she is the best of them. 
No, my dear fellow, it is really she who oppresses 
you most 

Captain. 
In the meantime the whole house is turned upside down, 
Laura won't let Bertha leave her, and I can't let her 
remain in this bedkm. 

Pastor. 
Oh, Laura won't Well, then, do you know, Vm afraid 
there will be difficulties* If she set her mind on 

11 
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anything when she was a chihl, she used to lie like 
a corpse till she got it» and then as likely as not she 
would give it back, explaining that she didn't care 
about the thing, whatever it was, but about getting 
her own way. 

Captain. 

So she was like that even then ? H'm She reaUy 

sometimes gets into such passions that I am quite 
anxious about her and fear that she is ilL 

Pabtob. 

But what do you wish to do with Bertha that is so 
unpardonable f Is no compromise possible ? 

Captain. 

You mustn't think that I wish to make a prodigy of her, 
or a copy of myself. — I wiU not play the pander to 
my daughter and educate her exclusively for matri- 
mony, for in that case she would have bitter days if 
she remained unmarried. But I will not, on the 
other hand, persuade her into a masculine career 
that requires a long course of training, which would 
be entirely thrown away in case she should wish to 
marry. 

Pastor. 

* 

What do you intend then ? 

Captain. 

I intend her to be a teacher. If she remains unmarried 
she will be able to support herself and at anyrate be 

12 
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in BO nm^ posttion tban the poor $idhoo)m<i$l<»^ v^o 
have to share thdr sidnrios with it fiunily. \ti^ 
mairies she can vpfij het knowledge to the e^ Ixiei^tioi) 
of h» diildren. Dcm't jou think I'm rij^t t 

Pastor* 

Perfectly right But hasn't she, on the other hand, Ahown 
such talents for painting that it would outrage nature 
to suppress them ? 

Captain, 

No! I have shown her perfonnanooN to an emhit^nt 
painter, and he says that they are only the khut of 
thing that can be learnt in sohoolH. Hut thc^n a 
young fellow came here in tlio Hummer who^ of 
course, understood the matter muoli better^ and 
declared that she had a remarkable taletiti and no 
it was settled to Laura's satisfaction. 

Pastor. 
Was he in love with the girl ? 

Captaiit. 
I take that entirely for granted 

PABTOIt 

Then God be with you^ old teUow^ tuf in i\mi amm t ^^ 
no help. But all tbk w very tiremmmf muif iff4t4n$r^^f 
Laura has her Mipportors * , , in time, 

m aoUe <x«fki tii»i i» ir«^ fr^m iimi '|«a¥/W/ 
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Pastor {geU ftp\ 
Do you think I don't know that ? 

CAPTAHf. 

You also? 

PA8T0IL 

Abo? 

Captain. 

But the woret of it is that it seeniB to me as if Bertha's 
career was being determined by most objectionable 
motives^ in thera Hey drop hints about man having 
to see that woman can do this and can do that It 
is Man and Woman against one another, incessantly, 
all day long. Must you go now? Do stay for 
supper. I have certainly nothing to offer you, but 
stiilL You know that I am expecting the new 
Doctor. Have you seen him ? 

Pastor. 

I caught a glimpse of him as I passed by. He looked 
pleasant and trustworthy. 

Captain. 

I'm glad of that Do you think it possible he may side 
with me ? 

Pastor. 

Who knows? It depends on how much he has been 
accustomed to women. 

Captain. 
Oh I but won't you stay ? 

14 



ACT I. sc. in. THE FATHER 

Pabtor, 

No thanks, my dear fellow ; I promised to come home to 
sapper, and the old lady gets so uneasy if I am late. 

Captain. 

Uneacfy ? Angry you should say. Well, as you will Let 
me help you with your overcoat. 

Pastor. 

It seems to be very cold this evening. Thanks. You 
must take care of your health, Adolf, you look so 
nervous. 

Captain. 
Do I look nervous ? 

Pastor. 
Yes, you are not really welL 

Captain. 

Has Laura put that into your head 7 She has treated me 
these twenty years as if I were at the point of death* 

Pastor. 

Laura ? No ; but, but I'm really oneaisy about you« Take 
care of yoarsc^ That's my advice ! Good'bye, dear 
<dd man ; but didn't jou want to talk about the 
confinnaticm ! 

Captain. 

Not at afl ! I aaenre you tiiai matter will proceed in 
die (xdinaiy ooorse at the expense of the oiSdaJ con- 
ibr I have no intentioii of beic^ either a cott- 

15 
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feasor or a martyr. We have put all that behind us. 
Good-bye. Remember me at home. 

Pastor. 
Good-bye, Adol£ Love to Laura. 

Scene IV 

The Captain, afterwards Laura. 

l%e Captain opens his desk, and seats himself at it 

wiih his accounts. 

Captain. 

Thirty-four • • . nine, forty-three . . . seven, eight, fifty- 
six. 

Laura {enters from the inner rooms). 

Will you be so kind as to . . . 

Captain. 

In a moment I Fifty-six . . ., seventy-one, eighty-four, 
eighty-nine, ninety-two, a hundred. What is it ? 

Laura. 
Am I disturbing you ? 

Captain. 

Not at all. Housekeeping money, I suppose ? 

Laura. 
Yes, housekeeping money. 

Captain. 

Put the accounts down there and I will go through thenu 

16 
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Laura. 
The accounts ? 

Captain. 
Yes. 

Laura. 

Am I to keep accounts now ? 

Captain. 

Of course you are to keep accounts now. Our affairs are 
in a precarious condition, and in case of a liquidation 
there must be accounts or one may be punished as a 
firaudulent debtor. 

Laura. 

It is not my fault that our affidrs are in a precarious 
condition. 

Captain. 

That is exactly what will be shown by the accounts. 

Laura. 
It is not my &nlt that the bailiff doesn't pay. 

Captain. 

Who recommended the bailiff so warmly ? You I Why 
did you recommend a — shall we say — a fooL 

Laura. 
And why did you take the fool, then ? 

Captain. 

Because I was not allowed to eat in peace, nor to deep 
in peace, nor to work in peace, till yon got the man 
here. You wanted him so that your brother might 

B 17 
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be rid of him, your mother wanted him because I 
didn't want him, the governess wanted him because 
he was a Scripture-reader^ and old Margret because 
she had known his mother from her childhood* 
That's why I took him, and if I hadn't taken him I 
should be shut up in a mad-house now, or lying in 
the £Eunily grave. Meantime here is the house- 
keeping money and your allowance. You can give 
me the accounts presently. 

Laura (curtesies). 

Thanks so much. Do you also keep accounts of what you 
spend besides the housekeeping money ? 

Captain. 
That does not concern you. 

Laura. 

No, that is true, just as little as my child's education 
concerns me. Have my lords made up their minds 
after the conference of this evening ? 

Captain. 

I had made up my mind beforehand, and it therefore only 
remained for me to announce my intention to the 
one friend I and the family have in common. Bertha 
is to board in town and starts in a fortnight 

Laura. 
Where is she to board, if I may venture to ask ? 

Captain. 
At Auditor Safbeig's. 
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That free thmker! 

Captaix. 

The law dechreB that diildren are to be brav^t up in 
thdr fiudKr's £utL 



And the mother k to have no Yvnee in the matter ! 



NcHie wfaateiner. She has sold her fairthi^t by a legal 
tnnsaction, and smteDdered her r^;htB in r^nm 
for the man 8 nndertald]^ to care for her and h^ 
diildren. 



nierefore she has no power o\et her dbild. 

Captaes^. 

Noy none whatever. When one has onoe &M one's 
goods^ one cannot have them bade and yd; keep 
the maoej. 

Laura. 

Bat if both fiither and mother agree . . . 

Captain. 
How could that h^pen? I wish her to live in town, 
yon wish her to live at home. The arithmetical 
result would be that she remained at the railway 
station, midway between town and home. This is 
a knot that cannot be untied. Do you see ? 

Laura. 
Thai it must be broken ! What was Nojd d(Mng here ? 
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Captain. 
Iliat is a professional secret 

Laura. 
Which the whole kitchen knows. 

Captain. 
Good, then yon must know it 

Laura. 
I do know it ! 

Captain. 
And have your judgment ready beforehand 

Laura. 
My judgment is the few's judgment 

Captain. 

It is not written in ^ the judgment of the law " who the 
child's fiither is. 

Laura. 
No, but one can usually find that out 

Captain. 
Wise people say that one never can tell those things. 

Laura. 

Tint is remaikablcL Can one never tell who is the father 
ofachild? 

Captain. 

No ; so it is maintained. 
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* 

Laura.^ 

Tbttt is lemarimHe. How, tben, can the hih» have 
such ]%ht8 \>¥er the diild ? 

Captain. 

H^ only has than when he has assumed the responsibility, 
or has had the responsibility thrast on him. And in 
marriage there is^ of ooorse, no donbt about paternity. 

Lauba. 
No doubt ? 

Captain. 

No, I should hope not. 

Lauka. 
And in case the wife has been unfaithful ? 

Captain. 

This is no such case ! Have you anything further to ask 

about ? 

Lauba. 
Nothing whatever. 

Captain. 
Then I shall go up to my room, and perhaps you will be 
good enou^ to inform me when the Doctor comes. 

[Shuts the bureau and gets up. 

^' Laura. 

Certainly. 

[Captain goes through the private door to right. 



Captain. 

As soon as he comes. For I don't wish to be rude to 
him. You understand. [Ooes. 
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Laura. 
I onderBtand 

Scene V 

Laura {alone, she gazes at the bank notes she holds in 

her hand). 

Mother-in-law's voice {within). 
Laura! 

Laura. 
Yes. 

Mother-in-law's voice. 

Is my tea ready ? 

Laura {in the doorway to the inner rooms). 

You shall have it directly. 

[Laura goes towards the hall door in the back- 
ground , as the orderly opens it and announces — 
Doctor Ostermark. 

Doctor. 
Madam I 

Laura (goes towards him and gives him her hand). 

Good evenings Doctor ? We are all very glad to see you 
here. The Captain is out, but he will be back 
directly. 

Doctor. 

I beg your pardon for coming so late, but I have had to 
pay some professional visits already. 

Laura. 
Won't you sit down ? Do I 
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Doctor. 
Thank yoo. 

Laura. 

TeSy there is a great deal of illness in the neighbourhood 
just now, but I hope that you will settle down com- 
fortably all the same. It is so very important for 
lonely country people like us to find a doctor who is 
interested in his patients. And I hear so much good 
of you, Doctor, that I hope the happiest relations 
wiU prevaa between us. 

Doctor. 

You are much too kind, but I hope on the other hand 
that my visits to you may not too frequently bo 
caused by necessity. Your fiimily, I believe, is usually 
in good health . • . 

Laura. 

We have fortunately not had any acute illness, but still 
things are not entirely as they ought to be. 

Doctor. 
Indeed? 

Laura. 

They are, Heaven knows, not so satisfactory as we might 
wish. 

Doctor, 
You really alarm me. 

Laura. 

There are circumstances in a family, which one is bound 
in honour and conscience to conceal from the 

whole world • . . 
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DOGTOB. 

Excepting firom the doctor. 

Laura. 

Exactly. It m, therefore, my painful duty to tell you 
the whole truth immediately. 

DOCTOIU 

Can we not postpone this conference until I have had the 
honour of being introduced to the Captain ? 

Lauba. 
No I You must hear me before seeing him. 

Doctor. 
It relates to him, then ? 

Laura. 
Yes — ^to him, my poor, dear husband. 

Doctor. 

You make me uneasy. Madam, and believe me, I sym- 
pathise with your misfortune. 

Laura {taking out her handkerchief). 

My husband's mind is affected. Now you know all, and 
must judge for yourself when you see him. 

Doctor. 

Is it possible I I have read the Captain's excellent 
treatises on mineralogy with great admiration, and 
have always found them display a clear and power- 
ful intellect. 
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Lauba. 
ReaUy ? I shooU be ddiglited if his whole Csaaily should 
proYe to be mistakeiL 

Doctor. 

Bat of courae it is possible that his mind is disturbed 
in oih&r directions. Let me hear. 

Laura. 

That is what we also fear. You see he has sometimes 
the most extraordinary ideas^ which of course one 
would expect in a learned man if they did not 
exercise a disastrous influence on the welfEure of his 
whole fiunily. For instance, he has a iancy for 
buying all manner of things. 

Doctor. 
That is serious ; but what does he buy ? 

Laura. 
Whole boxes of books that he never reads. 

Doctor. 

Oh, it ia nothing out of tiie way for a scholar to buy 
books. 

Laura. 
You don't believe what I say ? 

Doctor. 
Yes, Madam, I am convinced that you believe what you 
say. 

Laura. 

Then is it reasonable to think that one can see, by looking 
in a microscope, what is going on in another planet ? 
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DOCTOB. 

I>oeH he say he can do that ? 

Laura. 
Yes, he Rays m. 

D0CT0& 
In a microflcope ? 

Laura. 
In a microscope, yes. 

Doctor. 
This is serious, if it is so. 

Laura. 
If it is so. Then you have no belief in me, Doctor, and 
I am sitting here and confiding the fiimily secret in 
you . . . 

DocrroR. 

Indeed, Madam, your confidence honours me, but as a 
physician I must investigate and observe before I can 
judge. Has the Captain ever shown any symptoms 
of uncertainty of temper, or instability of will ? 

Laura. 
Has he ever ? We have been married for twenty years 
and he has never yet made a decision without 
abandoning it afterwards. 

Doctor. 
Is he obstinate ? 

Laura. 

He always insists on having his own way, but when he 
has got it be drops the whole thing and asks me to 
decide. 
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Doctor. 

This is serious and requires close observation. The will, 
you see^ is the mainspring of the mind, andsif it is 
injured the whole mind collapses. 

Laura. 

And God knows that I have had to teach myself to meet 
his wishes half-way all through these long years of 
triaL Ah, if you only knew what a life I have 
endure ^ith him-if you only knew? 

Doctor. 

Your misfortune touches me deeply, and I promise you 
to see what can be done. I pity you with my 
whole heart, and I b^ you to trust me absolutely. 
But after what I have heard I must impress one 
thing on you. Avoid suggesting any ideas that 
make a strong impression on the su£ferer, for in a 
weak brain they are rapidly developed and readily 
turn to monomania or ^^Id^ fixes." Do you 
understand ? 

Laura. 

You mean, avoid rousing his suspicions ? 

Doctor. 

Exactly so. One can make the insane believe anything 
just because they are receptive to everything. 

Laura. 

Indeed. Then I understand. Yes — ^yes. {Bmging heard 
within.) Excuse me, my mother has something to 
say to me. One moment. . • • Ah, there is Adolf. 
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Scene VI 
The Doctor and the Captain. 

Captain, 
{Enters by the private door.) 

Ah, you are here already, Doctor. You are very welcome. 

Doctor. 

Captain ! It ib a very great pleasure to me to make the 
acquaintance of bo celebrated a man of science. 

Captain. 

You are very good. My professional duties don't allow 
me to make any profound investigations^ but I 
believe myself to be really on the track of a dis- 
covery. 

Doctor. 

Really. 

Captain. 

You see I have submitted meteoric stones to spectrum 
analysis^ with the result that I have found coal, that 
is to say, a clear trace of organic life. What do you 
thmk of that ? 

Doctor. 
Can you see that in the microscope f 

Captain. 

No, deuce take it, in the spectroscope. 
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Doctor. 

The spectroscope! Pardon: Well, then, you will soon 
be able to teU us what is happening in Jupiter. 

Captain. 

Not what is happening, but what has happened. If only 
the confounded booksellers in Paris would send me 
the books; but I believe that all the booksellers 
in the universe have conspired against me. Just 
imagine that for the last two months not a single one 
has even answered my communications^ either letters 
or abusive telegrams. I shall go frantic over it, and 
I can't imagine what it all means. 

Doctor. 

Oh, they are generally unbusinesslike feUows, you mustn't 
take it so much to heart 

Captain. 

No, but the deuce is that I shall not get my treatise done 
in time, and I know that they are working on the 
same lines in Berlin. But that's not what we ought 
to be talking about. . . . What about you? If you 
care to live here we have a small apartment at your 
disposal in the wing, or perhaps you would rather 
live in the old doctor's quarters. 

Doctor. 
Just as you like. 

Captain. 

No, as you like. Which is it to be ? 
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Doctor. 
Tou must decide that^ Captain. 

Captain. 

N09 I shall decide nothing. You must say what you 
wish. I wish* nothing, nothing whatever. 

DOCTOB. 

Oh, but I really cannot decide. . . . 

Captain. 

For God's sake, do say, Doctor, what you would like. 
I have no will in this matter, no opinion, no wishes. 
Are you so utterly feeble that you don't know what 
you wish ? Answer me or I shall get angry. 

Doctor. 
As it rests with me, I choose to live here. 

Captain. 

QoodI Thank you. . . . Ah, forgive me, Doctor, but 
nothing annoys me so much as to hear people profess 
indifference about anything. (Rings.) 

[Enter Nurse. 

Captain. 

Oh, there you are, Margret Do you happen to know if 
the wing is in order for the Doctor ? 

Nurse. 

Yes, sir, it is. 

30 



ACT L sc T3I. THE FATHER 

An i^^ Them I want dekaiii yim. Doctor : yen mndt be 
lired. Good-lTve imd webame agun ; we ^ksSl meet 
to-siaEKnr, I iHipe. 

DOCTCOL 

GoodeiTBiiii^ flaptMii 

Caftaix. 

I pi c bum e Aat iny wife expboed car cirouMStittces 
to jo« a Btde, so &at yo« Imve some idoi liow 
die bud ]ic& 

DocroK. 

Your exodlent wife has gtvea me a few hints about 
one thkg and another sndi as were neoessarf to a 
strangec Good eTenii^ Gaq[>tun. 



Scene VII 

Captain. Nurse. 

Captain. 
What do you ¥ranty you old dear! Is anything the 
matter I 

Nurse. 
Now, my dear Mr Adolf, you must just listen. 

Captain. 

Yes, old Margret Talk away, you are the only one 
I can listen to without getting into a rage. 
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NURSK. 

Now just liBten, Mr Adol£ Don't you think you should go 
half-way and come to an agreement with Mistress 
about this fiiss over the child. Just think of a 
mother. . . . 

Captain. 
Think of a father, Margret 

NUBSE. 

There, there, there ! A father has something besides his 
child, but a mother has nothing but her child. 

Captain. 

Just so, old lady. She has only one burden, but I have 
three, and I bear her burden too. Don't you think 
that I should have had a better position in the world 
than a poor soldier's if I had not had her and her 
child. 

Nurse. 

Yes, but it wasn't that I wanted to say. 

Captain. 

No, I believe that, for you wanted to make me confess I 
was in the wrong. 

Nurse. 

Don't you believe, Mr Adolf, that I wish you well ? 

Captain. 

Yes, dear friend, I do believe it, but you don't know what 
is for my good. You see it isn't enough for me to 
have given the child life, I want to give her my soul 
too. 
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I doD't nBdentnid mB»dui^ aboet dat. Bat 1 do dni^ 
duct JOB oi^it to lie able to 



Toa are not nr fataO, Mwcgn-t ! 



I? All God! How can voD 88T diat, Mr Adol£ 
Do yon tlimk I cm iasgei liml yon were nnr diild 
wlwn yon were little. 

Caftaik. 

No, yoQ dew, ba^e I fofgotten it ? Yon bsve beea fike a 
mother to me, and Iultc sappcried me LitlMXto wben 
I had ever^bo^ against me, bat now, when I raJh- 
need you, yoa desert me and go over to tlie oiemy. 



llieenrany 



Yes, the enony ! Yoa know wdl oioogh how thii^ 
are in this hooBe, yoa have se»i eveiything fiom 
b^inningto end. 

NUBSE. 

I have seen wdl eooog^ ! but, my God, why should two 
people torment the life out of one another ; two 
people who are otherwise so good and wish all others 
welL Mistress is never like that to me or to anyone 

eise* • • • 
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Captain. 

Only to me, I know it Bat let me tell 700, Maigret, 
that if you desert me now, 70a wiU do wrong. For 
they have bc^gon to plot against me, and that doctor 
is not m7 friend* 

NUBSB. 

Ah, Mr Adol^ 70a believe evil aboat evei7bod7, bat, 70a 
Bee, it's because 70a haven't the true fiuth, that's just 
what it is. 

Captain. 

Bat 70a and the Baptists have foond the onl7 tme fiiith. 
Yon are indeed happ7 ! 

NUBSE. 

At an7 rate, I am not so anhapp7 as 70U, Mr Adol£ 
Humble 70ur proud heart and 70a will see that 
God will make 7on happ7 in love to 7our neighbour. 

Captain. 

It is a strange thing that 70U no sooner speak of God and 
love than 70ur voice becomes hard and 70ur e7e8 
evil No, Margret, 70U have certainl7 not the true 
fititL 

NUBSB. 

Tes, 70u're proud and hard enough in 7our learning, but it 
doesn't amount to much when it comes to the pinch. 

Captain. 

How arrogaDtl7 70U talk, humble heart I know well 
enough learning is of no use with such creatures 
as 70U. 
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» 



Si 

1 1 1 ■ J iM ^ , dli MiBBKii Ipgpgg lar gqg lag Itigr ihea^ 
sad he vdl chbt fadk aesmi, pvmT se. !Kc^ at £9«ii 



but licSew m^ dnv k a9 tOBC 



I — SMC tfct 1111 ait"% g 4""^ ^ Wf**- ^^That 
il is I doB t kHMT, he sone evil lii^a^ b «• K vmj. 

ing? 



SCEXE Vlii 

The Foemer. Bektha iemtenfram immet wwimsi. 



Fatbtf! Fadier ! hdp m^ a^e me 



Wbat 18 it my dafCmg diild ? Speak 



Hdp me. She is gping to hurt me ! 

Captain. 
Who IB going to hurt joil Speak ! Speak ! 

Bebtha. 

Grandmother I But it's my fault for I deceived her t 
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i APTAIX. 

h^ irrHA. 
* V..-. ^.x aitnhiniT alxrat h! Do too 

- ^'- r-— . T xunj. down tbe lamp, and 

-: :..„» -^ 11. *r ^: a tj.hlc h(»]din^ a pen orer 

• '■■' -'- > -'ti. ^lle Bars that the spirits 



•• *a 



*ft« 



»- - 't :.; "t never told me this ? 

V 5 V r r imui^Luother says that 
- >. •.- :-.• ^ ..r-^ r .iTK sjieaks about them. 

-;h nt m^;.-., : .^ J J .^ ^ knoW if it is 

• ^ --t. •.'•.-: ~x-^:»rt.—fL:}v, but sometimes 

-- .■ u- -:.::^ x ^ And when I am tired 

^ ••^ »u. >:.x »-^:^ h u» come all tiie 

- •* . . :> - -i: ':^ I :^, ^^ j ^^ writing 

M :t:.. -o.:- citfT ^aid it was all oat 

^s.^- ..•^ ui*. ,.;^ ; li^ oecviving her, and 
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I don't know. 

Captain. 
Bnt I know that there are nona 

Bertha. 

But grandmother saya that you don't uiutorHtHud, pn|>ii, 
and that you have mudi worse things that uui wu 
to other planets. 

Captain. 
Does Bhe say that 1 Does she aay that t What uIho iIuoh 
she Bay ? 

Bertha. 
She says that you can't work wonders. 

Captain, 
I never said I could. You know what metwirlu Ht'»ttiM 
are, — Btonea that fall down from otli»r httiivunty 
bodies. I can examine them and nay whotlior tliuy 
contain the same element* an our wifrliL 'I'liiit In 
all that I can see. 

Bertha. 
Bnt grandmother »&j» there nre tiling tiuU hIm) mtt nets, 
bat that yon cannot nee. 
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Captain. 

Go on. 

Bertha. 

YeSy but you mustn't say anything about it! Do you 
hear t Promise I 

Captain. 
Welly but tell me what it is. [Nurse goes. 

Bertha. 

In the evening she generally turns down the lamp, and 
then she makes me sit at a table holding a pen over 
a piece of paper. And then she says that the spirits 
are to write. 

Captain. 

What do you say ? And you have never told me this ? 

Bertha. 

Forgive me, but I dared not For grandmother says that 
the spirits take revenge if one speaks about them. 
And then the pen writes, but I don't know if it is 
L And sometimes it goes beautifully, but sometimes 
it can't do anything at all. And when I am tired 
nothing comes, but she wants it to come all the 
same. And this evening I thought I was writing 
beautifully, but then grandmother said it was all out 
of Stagnelius,^ and that I was deceiving her, and 
then she got so fearfiilly angry. 

Captain. 
Do you believe that there are spirits ? 

^ Erik Johan Stagnelius, poet and dramatist^ 1793-1823. 
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Bertha. 

I don't know. 

Captain. 

But I know that there are none. 

Bertha. 

But grandmother says that you don't understand, papa, 
and that you have much worse things that can see 
to other planets. 

Captain. 

Does she say that ! Does she say that I What else does 
she say ? 

Bertha. 

She says that you can't work wonders. 

Captain. 

I never said I could. You know what meteoric stones 
are, — stones that &11 down from other heavenly 
bodies. I can examine them and say whether they 
contain the same elements as our world. That is 
all that I can see. 

Bertha. 

But grandmother says there are things that she can see, 
but that you cannot see. 

Captain. 
Then she lies ! 

Bertha. 
Grandmother doesn't tell lies. 
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Captain. 
Why not? 

Bertha. 
Then mother tells lies too. 

Captain. 
ffm. 

Bebtha. 

If you say that mother tells lies, I will never believe you 
again. 

Captain. 

I have not said so, and therefore you must believe me 
when I tell you, that your future welfare requires that 
you should leave your home. Will you I Will you 
go to town and learn something usefiil ? 

Bertha. 

Ahy yeSy I should love to go to town, away from here, 
anywhere! Only let me see you sometimes, often. 
Oh, it is always so gloomy and sad in there, as if it 
were a winter^s night, but when you come, father, 
it is like some spring morning when they take out 
the inner windows. 

Captain. 
My beloved child. My dear child. 

Bertha. 

But, father, you must be good to mother, do you hear. 
She cries so often. 

Captain. 

H'm. Then you will go to town. 
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Captaix. 
Bat Biqipoae motlier will not lei joa go ? 



But she must let me. 

Captain. 
Bat what if she won't? 

Bertha. 

Well, then, I don't know what will happen. Bat she 
most ! She most ! 

Captain. 
Will yoa ask her ? 

Bertha. 

Ton most ask her very nicely, for she doesn't care aboat 
me. 

Captain. 

H'm ! Now if you wish it, and I wish it^ and she doesn't 
wish it, what shall we do then ? 

BERT^A. 

Ah, then, it will be all in a muddle again ! Why can't 
you ask. . . . [Enter Laura. 
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Scene IX 

The Former. Laura. 

Laura« 
Ah, BO Bertha is here I Then perhaps we may hear her 
own opinion, as the question of her future has to be 
decided 

Captain. 

The child can hardly have any well-founded opinion as to 
how a young girl's life is likely to shape itself, while 
we, on the contraiy, can easUy make an approximate 
calculation, for we have seen a great number of young 
girls' lives unfold themselves. 

Laura. 

But as we are of different opinions. Bertha's must be the 
determining one. 

Captain. 
No, I let no one usurp my rights, neither women nor 
children. Bertha, leave us. [Bertha goes out. 

Laura. 

You were afraid of hearing her opinion, because you 
thought it would be to my advantage. 

Captain. 

I know that she wishes to go away from home, but I know 
also that you possess the power of changing her mind 
according to your pleasure. 

Laura. 
Am I really so powerful ? 
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TeBy jm iaswe a 




Tes^koirfiil 






Yoa 



Wen, 



Tesy sheis tD 



HaTe jon wpAtm to Barm. tinm. k f 



Then I most liy to pfevent iL 
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Captain. 
You cannot 

Laura. 

Can't I ? Do yon really think I would trust my daughter 
to these wicked people to be told that eveiything her 
mother has taught her is mere foolishness ? Why, she 
would despise me for the rest of her life I 

Captain. 

Do you think that a fiither will allow ignorant and 
conceited women to teach his daughter that her 
father is a charlatan? 

Lauba. 
It oug^t to mean less to the fitther. 

Captain. 
Why so? 

Laura. 

Because the mother is nearer to the child, since it has 
been discovered that no one can tell for certain who 
is the fitther of a child. 

Captain. 
What is the application in this case ? 

Laura. 
That you do not know whether you are Bertha's fitther. 

Captain. 
Do I not know ? 

Laura. 

No ; what no one can know, you surely cannot know. 
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•s::aBK:iiHi:c:«»; 






T 



r if r 



^4Bn I dectnec tioc Seros s idt tiiiid. hm 



OBOp 



ObIj jhbbht Aib: Ib dial ewe jnnr power woaU W 
ata 



Tea, wkcB yoa had pRypod tiiai I kw not tbe &dicr. 



Iliai would not be ao dHiicmlt ! ShouM joa Bke ni^ ti> di> 
that? 

Captain. 
Stop! 
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Laura« 

I should of oourae only need to declare the name of the 
real fother, give all details of place and time, for 

instance , when was Bertha bom ? In the third 

year of our marriage. 

Captain. 
Stop, or . . . 

Laura. 

Or what ? I am to stop now. Just think for a moment of 
all you do and decide, and whatever you do, don't 
make yourself ridiculous. 

Captain. 
I consider all this most lamentable. 

Laura* 
Which is more ridiculous than ever. 

Captain. 
And what of you ? 

Laura. 
Oh, I have managed too cleverly. 

Captain. 
That is why one cannot contend with you. 

Laura. 
Then why do you provoke contests with a superior enemy. 

Captain. 
Superior ? 
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TlatwiBk 



k ifsft^. WIE vm coBw in. M& ni 



Ye&, djrecdr. 

[d^ptetti limpenf : »iU dotrm im «n arm ckair iy 



Won't you oobk m to sapper 



No thankBy I don't wBot aajdiiBg. 

Lauba. 
What I Are yon annoyed ? 

Captain. 
Noy but I am not hungry. 

Laura. 

Come, or they will question me in a way tliat is un- 

pecessary. . . Be good now. . • You won*t; then 
stay there. 
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NURSB. 

Mr Adolf I What is all this about? 

Captain, 

I don't know what it is. Can yon explain to me how it 
18 that a grown man can be treated as if he were 
a child? 

NUBSB. 

I don't understand it^ but it must be because you are 
aU women's children, every man of you, great and 
smalL • . . 

Captain. 

But no women are bom of men. Yes, but I am Bertha's 
&ther. Tell me, Maigret, don't yon believe it? 
Don't you ? 

Nurse. 

Lord, how childish you are. Of course you are your own 
child's Ceither. Come and eat now, and don't sit 
there and brood. There, there, come now. 

Captain. 

Get out, woman. To hell with the witches. {Ooes to the 
private door) Svard, Svard ! [Enter Orderly. 

Orderly. 
Yes, Captain. 

Captain. 

Let them put the horses in the covered sleigh at once. 

Nurse. 
Captain, just listen I 
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Chit 



Idrd liifLivi. lb. ^vdoEi ^dL i iiii of jj' 

atf ifet.> OBI/ one |IPIHMrii.> tr <9r 






h^ IK, -vdaz uriE iieiiieflid aflau^ 



ACT n 

The Bune BOBDC as in iii£ pi<evinis Act. A lifted liotQ) ^m 

Scsaai: I 
The: Doctos. LAnuL 

DOCIOK. 

From ¥rfaat I ooold find oat in the coarse of <Hir otm- 



versatioii, the case is not yet dearfy |irdvicd to mcK 
To b^in with, you had made one mistake in sayini;^ 
ihat he had arrived at these astomsliing re^ulto 
about other celestial bodies by means of a microscopf^ 
Now that I hear it was a spectroscope, he is not %)n\y 
entirely cleared of any suspicion of insanity, but \n 
shown to have done a great service to soloncoi 
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Laura« 
Yefly but I never said that 

Doctor. 

Madam, I made careful notes of oar conversation, and I 
remember that I aBked about this very point because 
I thought that I could not have heard aright. One 
must be scrupulous in making such assertions when 
a certificate of insanity is in question* 

Laura. 

A certificate of insanity ? 

Doctor. 

Yes, you must surely know that an insane person loses 
his civil and family rights. 

Laura. 
No, I did not know that. 

Doctor. 

There was a further point that seems to me suspicious. 
He spoke of his communications to his booksellers 
having remained unanswered. Permit me to aak if 
you intercepted them from motives of mistaken 
kindness. 

Laura. 

Yes, I did. It was my duty to watch over the interests 
of the household and I could not let him ruin us all 
without intervention. 

Doctor. 

Pardon me, but I think that you cannot have considered 
the consequences of such an act If he discovers 
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wiD le wgrnmei wmA wiD "imw mUh 4c npiditv of 

Omtadm tz> ^ ^vdD and iMiininiiin ^tiP «Dliier 

[tr. 7ai iHBtt ioM^* iio^ 



TiMtfiJinHui^ it IE tao Ivve toot imoBt sodest desn^ 



TiATTBiA. 



It k mhi^ht and lie Inm^ ooBne Iuhbc We may 
Ae iRifit n0«r. 

DoCTOft. 

Bot teffl me witti acinJk Iia^^KHd di5 0(«^^ 



He talked in die wildest; wmy iboot die mosi extm- 
oidinaiy dungs. Sodi bncies, for instenoe^ «8 diat 
he is not die &dier of his diiUL 



D0CT0& 

That is strange. How did sach an idea oome into his 
head. 

Laura. 

I really can't imagine, unless it wbb that he had to examine 
one of the men in a child maintenance case, and when 
D 49 
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I took the girrs part, he got excited and said that 
no one coold tell who was fiither to a child Qod 
knows that I did everything to cahn him, but I 
fear that nothing can help him now. (Crys.) 

Doctor. 

This really cannot be allowed to go on. Something must 
be done, without of course rousing his suspicions. 
Tell me, has the captain ever had such delusions 
before? 

Lauba* 

Six years ago we had the same state of things and then 
he actually confessed, in his own letter to the doctor, 
that he feared for his reason. 

Doctor. 

Ah, yes, this is of course a story that has deep roots, and 
the sanctity of fiEtmily life — ^and so on — ^prevents. . . . 
I cannot ask about everything, but must keep to the 
surfiace. What is done can't be undone, alas, and 
yet the remedy should have some application to the 
past ^Where do you think he is now ? 

Laura. 
I have no idea. He has such wild fancies now. 

Doctor. 

Should you like me to stay till he returns ? I could say, 
to avoid suspicion^ that I had come to see your 
mother, who is unwelL 
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Lauba. 

YeSy that will do admirably. And do not leave us, 
Doctor ; I can't tell you how anxious I am 1 But 
wouldn't it be better to tell him ri^t out what 
you think of his condition ? 

DOCJTOB. 

We never do that unless the patient speaks of the sub- 
ject himself and very rarely even then« It depends 
entirely on the direction the case takes. But we 
mustn't stay here ; perhaps I had better go into the 
next room, it will look more natural 

Laura« 

Yes, it will be better, and then ^laigret can sit here. Bhe 
is accustomed to sit up when he is out^ and she is 
the only one too who has any power over hinu (jOoea 
to the door on the left) Maigrety Mafgret f 

Yes, Ma'auL Is the master home ? 

Lauba« 

No, but you are to sit here and wait for him, and when he 
comes you are to say that my mother is ill and that 
the Doctor is here because of that. 

Yes, Ma'am. Ill see that it is aU right 

Laura {opens door to inner rooms). 
Win you come in here, Doctor ? 

DOCTOIL 

Thanks. 
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Scene II 

The Nubse {nU at the table and takes up a hymn-book 

and spectacles). 

Nurse. 
Ah 7689 ah yes I (reads half aloud). 

Ah, woe is me, how sad a thing 

Is life within this vale of tears. 

Death's angel triumphs like a king 

And calls alond to all the spheres — 

Tis yanity, all vanity. Yes, yes I yes, yes I 

All that on earth hath life and breath 

Falls stricken down before his spear, 

And sorrow, saved alone from death. 

Inscribes above the mighty bier — 

Tis vanity, all vanity. Yes, yes. 

Bbbtha (enters with a coffeepot and some needle work ; 

she speaks low). 

Bertha. 
Margret may I sit with you ? It is so lonely up there. 

Nurse. 
Oh Oood gracious, are you still up, Bertha. 

Bertha. 

I must work at papa's Christmas present, you see. And 
I've got something good for you here. 
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^: 3n 4M^ 



.tu^ 



^-TTU 



Sbb^ I jbbil «ane; jhk si^ii^'in 3L ^tht jitcf^st^ 



* %^ "iujk 'ZIK IE Tnmc 



the aaa£jt ma^h^ "vim. h^w^ em tkie IkA^ ^ % % 



Ghdar,Adtarl A]idhssiiijiinrfttlinN^l)KrK>^^l^ 
I befieve the ddmiiqis wiD blow down. 

Ah, what is Aen diiB euih^ lifi^ 
Bafc ffk£, afficlioii, trouble, strifot 
E'en when fiurest it has seeuMH) 
Vanity it most be deemed. 

Yes, dear child, God send us a happy OhrititinAM I 
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Bkrtha. 
Margrety is it trae that papa is ill ? 

Nurse. 
Yes ; he is indeed 

Bertha. 

Then we shan't be able to keep Christmas Eve. But how 
can he be np if he is ill ? 

Nurse. 

Yon see, my child, the kind of iUness that he has doesn't 
prevent him from being up. Hush, there's someone 
out in the halL Oo to bed now and take the coffee- 
pot away, or the master will be angry. 

Bertha (going out with the tray). 

Oood-night, Margret I 

Nurse. 

Good-night, my child. God bless you I 

Scene III 

Nurse. Captain (takes off his overcoat). 

Captain. 
Are you still up ? Go to bed. 

Nurse. 

I was only waiting till ... . 

[Captain lights a candle^ opens his desk, sits down 
at it, and takes letters and newspapers out of his 
pocket. 
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MrAdoK 

Gaptaibl 
What do joa wmnt ? 

XUBSB. 

Old nustrees is ill, and the doctor is here. 

Caftaix. 
Ib it anything dan^eroos f 

NUBSK. 

No, I don't think aa It is gbIj a coUL 

Captain (geis icp). 
Who was the &th» of yoor child, Maigr^ ? 

Nurse. 

Oh, I have told you that many and many a tune ; it was 
that scamp Johansson. 

Captain. 
Are yon sure that it was he ? 

Nurse. 

How childish you are ; of course I am sure of it, since he 
was the only one. 

Captain. 

Yes ; but was he sure that he was the only one ? No ; 
he could not be, but you could be sure of it. You 
see that's the difiference. 

Nurse. 
I can't see any difference. 
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Captain. 

No ; yoa cannot aee it^ bat the difference is there all the 
same. (Turns (wer the pages of a photograph (Mum 
that is on the table.) Do yon think Bertha is like 
me? [Ixwks (U a portrait in the album. 

KURBB. 

Why, ycB ; you are as like as two peas. 

Captain. 
Did Johansson confess that he was the father ? 

NUBSB. 

He had no choice. 

Captain. 

How dreadful I There is the doctor. 

SOBNB IV 

Captain. Nubsb. Doctor. 

Captain. 
Good evening. Doctor. How is my mother-in-law ? 

DOCTOB. 

Oh, it is not at all serious ; it is merely a slight sprain of 

the left foot 

Captain. 

I thought Margret said that it was a cold. There 
seem to be different interpretations of the same case. 
Go to bed, Maigret [Nurse goes. 

(A Po/use.) 
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Captain. 
Do sit down, Doctor OstermarL 

Doctor (sUs down). 
Thanks. 

Captain. 

Is it true that you obtain striped foals if you cross a 
zebra and a mare ? 

Doctor {astonishel). 
Perfectly tnia 

Captain. 

Is it tnie that the foals continue to be striped if the breed 
is carried on with a stallion ? 

Doctor. 
Tesy that is also true. 

Captain. 

Therefore, under certain conditions, a stallion can be sire 
to striped foals ? 

Doctor. 
Yes, so it appears. 

Captain. 

That is to say : the offspring's likeness to the father proves 
nothing. 

Doctor. 
Well . . . 

Captain. 

That is to say, paternity cannot be proved 

Doctor. 
H'm . . . Well! 
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Captain. 
You are a widower and have had children ? 

Doctor. 
Ye-es. 

Captain. 

Did you never see how ridiculous you were as a father ? 
I know nothing so comical as to see a father leading 
his child about the streets^ or to hear a father talk 
of his children. " My wife's children," he ought to 
say. Did you never realise how false your position 
was ? Were you never troubled by doubts, I won't 
say suspicions, for I assume, as a gentleman, that 
your wife was above suspicion ? 

Doctor. 
No, really, I never was, and, indeed. Captain, a man must 
take his children on trust as Goethe, I think, says. 

Captain. 
On trust when there is a woman in the case ? that is risky. 

Doctor. 
Oh ! there are so many kinds of women. 

Captain. 
Modem investigation has pronounced that there is only 
one kind ! . . • When I was young I was strong 
and — ^if I may boast — ^handsome. I can only remem- 
ber two momentaiy impressions that in recalling them 
have caused me to doubt this. I was once on board a 
steamer sitting with a few friends in the fore-saloon. 
The young stewardess came and flung herself down 
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by me^ burst into tears^ and told us that her sweet- 
heart was drowned We pitied her, and I ordered 
some champagne. After the second glass, I touched 
her foot, after the fourth her knee, and before morn- 
ing I had consoled her. 

Doctor. 
One swaUow does not make a summer. 

Captain. 

Now comes the second, and that was really a summer 
swallow. I was at LysekU. A young woman was 
staying there. She had her children with her, but 
her husband was in town. She was religious, had 
extremely severe principles, preached morality to me, 
and was, I believe, entirely virtuous. I lent her some 
books, and when she was leaving she unexpectedly 
enough returned thenu Three months later I found 
a visiting card in those very books with a feirly plain 
declaration. It was innocent, as innocent that is to 
say as a declaration of love from a married woman 
to a strange man who never made any advances can 
be. Now comes the moral Whatever you do, don't 
believe too much. 

Doctor. 
But don't believe too little either. 

Captain. 

No. Not that either. But don't you see. Doctor Oster- 
mark, the woman was so unconsciously dishonest 
that she spoke of her infatuation for me to her hus- 
band. This very unconsciousness of their instinctive 
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duplicity is what is so dangerous. It is, I grant you, 
an extenuating circumstance, but it cannot make 
me reverse my judgment^ only soften it 

Doctor, 

Captain, your thoughts are taking a morbid direction, and 
you ought to control them. 

Captain. 

You must not use the word morbid All steam boUers, 
as you know, explode when the pressure gauge regis- 
ters 100, but the scale is not the same for all boilers ; 
do you understand ? In the meantime you are here 
to watch ma If I only were not a man I should 
have the right of making accusations, or complaints 
as they are so cleverly called, and, perhaps, I should 
be able to give you the whole diagnosis, and what is 
more, the history of my disease ; but I am unfor- 
tunately a man, and there is nothing for me but to 
fold my arms across my breast like the Roman, and 
hold my breath till I die. Oood-night 

DocToa 
Captain, if you are ill, it will not offend your dignity as a 
man to tell me all Indeed, I am bound to hear the 
other side. 

Captain. 
It is enough that you have heard the one, I imagine. 

Doctor. 

No, Captain. And do you know when I heard Mrs 
Alving eulogise her dead husband, I thought to my- 
self it was a confounded pity the fellow was dead. 
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Captain. 

Do you suppose that he would have spoken if he had 
been alive ! And do you suppose that any dead 
husbands would be believed if they were to come to 
life? Good-night, Doctor. You hear that I am 
cahn, and you can safely go to bed. 

Doctor. 

Good-night, then, Captain. I can take no further part in 
this a£Fair. 

Captain. 

Are we enemies ? 

Doctor. 

Far from it ? Only it is a pity that we cannot be friends. 
Good-night [Goes. 

[The Captain follows the doctor to the door in the 
background, and then goes to the door at the left 
and opens it slightly. 

Captain. 

Come in, I want to talk to you I I heard you standing 
out there listening. 



Scene V 
Laura (embarrassed). Captain (sits doum at the bureo/u). 

Captain. 

It is late, but we must talk things out. Sit down. (A 
pause.) I have been at the post office this evening 
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to fetch tbo lottcin* Prom theiie it appeam that jrou 
bavo kcfit back my lottcm, botb on their departure 
and arrival The direct connecjuence of this in that 
the delay baa entirely fruatrated the reaulta I bqie^l 
for from my work. 

Laura* 

It waa an act of kindnewi on my part, tiince you m^lected 
your profoMiional dutien for thia other work* 

Caitain* 

It nurely cannot have lieen kindnemii for you knew quite 
well that I should one day win more renown from 
that than from the Nervice ; but you were particubtrly 
anxi<iua that I nhould not diatinguiiih myiielf, leat 
your own inaignificance Nhould be ccHiiimkL In con* 
iequence of thia I have intercepted letter* addreiMed 
to you* 

liAUMA. 

That in very noble of you* 

Captaiit* 

I «ee you have a high opinion (ft me* — It appeani from 
thcM letteni that for scmie time paat you have been 
arraying my former frienda againat me by fipread- 
ing reporta about my mental condition* And you 
have aucceeded in your eflbrta, for now there ia not 
more than one person from the colonel down to the 
cook who believen me to be wtne* Now the &cta 
about my illncM are theiie ; my reaaon ia unaffected, 
aa you know, no that I can diiicharge both my duties 
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to the service and my duties as a father ; my nerves 
are still more or less under my control, and will 
continue so as long as my will remains fairly intact. 
You have, however, so thoroughly undemuned it that 
it will soon be ready to fly off the cog-wheel, and 
then the whole mechanism will go to smash. I will 
not appeal to your feelings, for you have none, that 
is your strength ; but I will appeal to your interests. 

Laura. 
Let me hear. 

Captain. 

You have succeeded by this conduct in arousing my 
suspicions to such an extent that my judgment is 
nearly destroyed, and my thoughts begin to wander. 
This is that approaching insanity you are waiting 
for, and that may come now at any time. The 
question then arises for you: is it more to your 
interest that I should be sane or insane. Consider I 
If I succumb I shall have to leave the service, and 
you will be in a very awkward position. If I die 
my life insurance will fall to you. But if I take my 
own life you will get nothing. It is therefore to 
your interest that I should live out my life. 

Laura. 
Is this a trap ? 

Captain. 

Of course I But it rests with you to avoid it or to run 
your head into it. 

Laura. 
You say that you will kill yourself? You shall not do it I 
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Captain. 

Don't be rare. Do you think a man can live when he 
has nothing and nobody to live for ? 

Laura. 
You surrender then ? 

Captain. 
No, I offer you peace. 

Laura. 
The conditions ? 

Captain. 

That I may keep my reason. Deliver me from my 
suspicions and I throw up the struggle. 

Laura. 
What suspicions ? 

Captain. 
About Bertha's origin. 

Laura. 
Is there any doubt about that ? 

Captain. 
Yes, I have doubts, and you have awakened them. 

Laura. 

I? 

Captain. 

Yes, you have dropped them like henbane in my ears, 
and circumstances have given them growtL Deliver 
me from uncertainty, tell me outright that my 
suspicions are justified, and I will forgive you in 
advance. 
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Yoa really can't expect me to take mfom mvedi^ sm Aal 
I have not oommittedL 

Captaol 

What can it mattor when tob aie eertam tihat I shall mat 
betray you? Do yon liinik tint a man vuold be 
likely to blazm his own afaaine abroad. 



If I say it is not tniey yon wcm't be eonrinoed ; bot if I 
say it is trne, you will be oimTinoed. Ton seem to 
hope it is tme ? 

CAPTAUr. 

YeSy strangely enough ; no doubt because the first sup- 
position can't be proved, only the last 

Laura. 
Have you any reasons for your suspicions ? 

Captain. 
Yes, and no. 

Lauka. 

I believe that you want to prove me guilty, so that you 
can get rid of me and have absolute control over the 
child. But you won't lure me into any such snare. 

Captain. 

You surely don't think that I would adopt another man's 
child, if I were convinced of your guilt ? 
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Laura. 

NOy rm sure you wouldn't^ and that convinces me that 
you lied just now when you Baid that you forgave 
me in advance. 

Captain {gets up). 

Laura, save me and my reason. Ton don't seem to 
understand what I say. If the child is not mine, I 
have no control over it, and don't want to have any, 
and that is precisely what you want, isn't it ? Tou 
will have the power over the child, and I shall be left 
to maintain you both. 

Laura. 

The power, yes. Has this whole life and death struggle 
been fought for anything but the power ? 

Captain. 

You know I do not believe in a future life. The child 
was my future life. She was my conception of 
immortality, and perhaps the only one that has any 
analogy in reality. If you deprive me of that, you 
cut short my existence. 

Laura. 
Why did we not separate in time ? 

Captain. 

Because the child bound us together; but the bond 
became a chain. And how did it happen ; how ? I 
have never thought of this, but now the memory of it 
rises up in accusation, perhaps in condemnation. We 
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had been married two years, and had no child, you 
best know why. I fell ill and lay at the point of death. 
In an interval of the fever I heard voices outside in 
the drawing-room. You and the solicitor were talk- 
ing about the fortune that I then still possessed. He 
explained that you could not inherit anything, because 
we had no children, and asked you if you were 
enceinte. What you answered I did not hear. I 
recovered, and we had a child. Who is it's father ? 

Laura. 
You. 

Captain. 

No, it is not I. There is a buried crime here which begins 
to give off poisonous exhalations, and what a hellish 
crime. You have been tender enough about freeing 
black slaves, but you have kept white ones yourself. 
I have worked and slaved for you, your child, your 
mother, your servants ; I have sacrificed career 
and promotion, I have endured torture, flagellation, 
sleeplessness, unrest for your sake, until my hair has 
grown grey ; and all in order that you might ei\joy 
a life without care, and when you grew old, enjoy 
it over again in your child. I have borne it all with- 
out complaint, because I thought myself the &ther of 
the child. This is the crudest form of theft, the most 
brutal slavery. I have had seventeen years of penal 
servitude and have been innocent What can you 
give me in return for this ? 

Laura. 
Now you are quite mad ! 
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Captain (sits). 

That is your hope ! . . . And I have seen how you have 
laboured to conceal your sin. I have had sympathy 
with you because I did not understand youi' grief; 
I have often lulled your evil conscience to rest, 
because I thought I was chasing away a morbid 
thought ; I have heard you cry out in your sleep 
without allowing myself to listen. Now I remember 
the night before last — Bertha's birthday — I was 
sitting up reading between two and three in the 
morning. You screamed as if someone were strangling 
you '* don't, don't I " I knocked on the wall because 
I wished to hear no more. I have long had my 
suspicions, but I did not dare to hear them confirmed. 
I have suffered this for you, what will you do for me ? 

Laura. 

What can I do ? I can swear by God and all that I hold 
sacred that you are Bertha's father. 

Captain. 

Of what use is that, as you have said before that a mother 
can and ought to commit any crime for her child. I 
implore you by the memory of the past, I implore you 
as a wounded man begs for a death-blow^ to tell me 
all. Don't you see that I am as helpless as a child, 
don't you hear that I am complaining as to a mother, 
won't you forget that I am a man, that I am a soldier 
who with a word can tame men and beasts ; I simply 
implore pity like a sick man, I lay down the tokens of 
my power and pray for mercy on my life. 
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rjwr^*.ife^ mm iifci tcf^ i^r h^r^.^ •>• 
Wfait! T;iL ir» cms: naaa. 






fecii. iin IT "M ifime "fRan^imt- viiinui^c mat :ri»tiii*c 

TOO (ddk T& ai ▼» mn iiii-eL : 25 y.ii: 'SLi^^it i» a. 
we »■:< it.T3ii ? If ynt 2»'*»>;il is di "fpt ii.ii fiif t 
Whj fiiinLii HTii & Him. rLiuauaiii. & SLuisr cr' 



Ciy theiiL iLT rlfil £iid ip'.m "irir isKTe yinir iij.idi£!r viiJi 
JOQ agUL L*i> TOD rBUkBOOitiBr ^^ ii htb^ as yorr 
seooDd nic^iLfr I frsr eiisered Timr life. Tocr irr^ai 
strong bodj wiff wrajcict nerre. Yoa ir«re a giiLiit 
child that b&d cziLer ccniAe yijo earlr iinA> tbe world, 
«' perhaps was ik4 wanL&dL 



Yes, that's just how it waiSu Mt £&iher and mother did 
not want me and consequently I w^as bam without 
a wilL I natundlj enoogh thoogfat that I w^is 
completing myself when yon and I became onc^ 
and therefore yon got the nppo* hand, and I, the 
commander in barracks and before the troops, bo- 
came obedient to yon, grew by yon, lookeil up ti> 
you as a highly gifted being, listened to you as if I 
had been your ignorant child. 
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Laura, 

Yes, so it was, and therefore I loved you as my child. 
But you know, you must have seen, when the nature 
of your feelings changed and you appeared as my 
lover I blushed and the joy of your embraces turned 
to remorse as if my blood were ashamed. The 
mother became the mistress. Ugh ! 

Captain. 

I saw but did not understand it. And when I imagined 
that you despised me for my unmanliness, I wanted 
to win you as a woman by being a man. 

Laura. 

Yes, but there was your mistake. The mother was your 
firiend, you see, but the woman was your enemy, and 
love between the sexes is strife. Do not believe 
either that I gave myself; I did not give, but I took 
— what I wanted. You had one advantage how- 
ever, that I realised and wanted you to realise. 

Captain. 

You always had the advantage. You could hypnotize 
me when I was wide awake, so that I neither saw 
nor heard, but merely obeyed ; you could give me a 
raw potato and make me imagine it was a peach ; 
you could force me to admire your foolish ideas as 
if they were strokes of genius ; you could lead me 
into crime, yes, even into dishonourable actions. 
For you were without understanding, and instead 
of carrying out my ideas you acted on your own 
initiative. But when at last I awoke to reflection 

70 
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VK^ hstam dsed. an 
■t Mnmaasaajit ffmifaOR. I 
to p' TBt' -aut -maa^ inn ^w mm jemnxaed. 
It w» ikB das I liimr tspcu^ mu w iiwn And 
Myv^ whj a I m» iMhc ^r «BiBtt^ nat nrr land sad 

Xonr 1 «■ AttHwiMfuL md en. irv^ iic> iciqpsc. iv 




Bat a 



TeSy for she has her cMt-inm. ^vlnd: fae has not B«t 
and tiie rat cf ■■■iiai £t^ odt firtsE^ 
as diildra, fbl of nu^paaskaK. ideak, axkd iUubmmk, 
and then wt awoke; it anas all oner. But we 
awoke widi oar foet on die (allow, and he wlio 
wakedoBwaahinnelf a fileep-walkec. When women 
grow old and ceaae to be wooKn, ther get beaids on 
their duns ; I wonder what men get who grow <dd 
and ceaae to be men. Tlioee who crowed were no 
l<Hig» cods bot ciqNm^ and the poIletB answered 
the call, 80 that when we though the son was about 
to rise we foond oonehres in the bright moonlight 
amidst ruinsy just as in the good old times. It had 
only been a Utde morning slnmb^ with wild dreams^ 
and there was no awakening. 

Laura. 

Do you know, you should have been a poet I 
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Captain. 
Very poflsibly. 

Laura. 

Now I am sleepy, so if you have any more fandes, keep 
them till to-morrow. 

Captain. 
A word more first about realities. Do you hate me ? 

Laura. 
Yes, sometimes, when you are a man. 

Captain. 

This is race-hatred. If it is true that we are descended 
from monkeys, it must at least be from two separate 
Bpecie& We are not like one another, are we ? 

Laura. 
What do you mean by all this ? 

Captain. 
I realise that one of us must go under in this struggle. 

Laura. 
Which? 

Captain. 
The weaker, of course. 

Laura. 

And the stronger will be in the right 

Captain. 
Certainly, since he has the power. 
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Tkn I mnT^iL 

YeB, 1S^ fenmr of -axt lew:, m !iijaaii» of wfiidi [ ^btUt 
put yusL miifar mmtniL ii^4iiiiEmw:. 

Usda* flHOlipcil!! 

And Acs I duJ! «diiBflGfc oor d&iM nitaeif vilihMit U^Hni- 

nig to ynnr TOtnffmf, 

Captaes* 
And wlio miS. pirfer due cdocilioa when t am not Ut^t^ f 

Laura. 
Toor pension. 

Captain (^ocs metiacingfy totmnis hpiX 
How can yon haTe me put under control f 

Laura {tcJces out a Mtpv), 
By means of this letter of which an attoi>it.0<1 <Mt(iy )^ ItlHU 
before the CommiBsioneri) in Lunac^i 

Captain. 
What letter ? 

Laura (moves backwardn towunh (ha titmr //// ////^ //i/// 

Yours! Your declaration Uf th« iWU^' M^*W j''/^ ^^>^ 
insane. [dwpUdn Innhn /// ///-/ /// all^ih ^ 
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Laura. 
Now you have fulfilled your function as an unfortunately 
necBBsary father and breadwinner. You are not 
needed any loi^r and you muBt go. You must go 
since you bare reatieed that my intellect is as strong 
as my will, and since you will not stay and acknow- 
ledge it. 
[The Captain goes to the table, takes the lighted 
lamp and throws it at Laura, who escapes back- 
wards through the door. 



gome scene as in former aotg. Another lamp — the private door 
is barriciuled with a chair. 

8CENE I 

Laura. Nurse. 
Laura. 
Did ho give you the keys 7 

Nurse. 
Qive them to me, no, heaven help ua, but I took them 
from the things that Niijd had out to bniah, 

Laura. 
Then it is Niijd who is on duty to-day. 

Nurse. 
Yes, it is Niijd. 
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Laura. 
Give me the keys. 

Nurse. 

Yes, but it seems like dowmight stealing. Do you hear 
his footsteps up there, Ma'am. Backwards and for- 
wards, backwards and forwards. 

Laura. 
Is the door safely fastened ? 

Nurse. 
Oh yes, it's fitstened safely enough. 

Laura (opens the desk and sits down at U). 

Control your feelings, Maigret Nothing but calm can 
save us alL (Knock.) Who is it ? 

Nurse (opens passa^ge door). 
It is Nojd. 

Laura. 
Let him come in. 

NoJD (comes in). 
A note from the colonel 

Laura. 

Bring it here (reads). Ah ! Nojd have you taken all 

the cartridges out of the guns and pouches ? 

N«JD. 

I have done what you ordered. Ma'am. 

Laura. 

Then wait outside while I answer the ookmers letter. 

[Nojd goes. 
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THE FATHER act ni. sc. ii. 
Laura (tcrites). 

NURHE. 

Listen, Ma'am, Whatever w be doing up there now. 

Laura. 
Be silent while I write. ( The sound of mwing is heard.) 

Nurse (half ahud to herself). 

Ohy may God in His mercy help us all ! Where will this 
end I 

Laura. 

There ; give this to Xojd. And my mother is to know 
nothing of all this. Do you hear ? 

[Nurse goes to door. 
(Laura opens drawers in top of bureau and takes out 

papers.) 



Scene II 

Laura. Pahtor (he takes a chair and sits by 
Laura at the bureau). 

Pastor. 

Good evening, sister. I have been away all day as you 
heard, and have only just got bacL Distressing 
things have happened here. 

Laura. 

Yes, brother, never before have I gone through such a 
night and such a day. 
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:iai 



Ah, but St aD 



No, God 



Do tdl IK knr it ftl besn. 1 »m^ mmc vl 



It begiB wiA Hb vi*d fuie^ nis lit vk nx Bsrda 






m fl^ 



Bat tbat k dmdfal ! h g fcjr der^-yped imamii^ *. And 
wlnt k tobe doneiiavl 



We matt Uj to {j t meBl fintker Tk4eace, and die doelxir 
has aent to llie lioEpiul for a strait-v^istcoat. In 
the i iM'au i iiHM' I liave wntten to die ocHrjoA, and am 
now trjring to aequaint niTBctf widi die aflEursof tibe 
honflelicdd, wUdi hebas eondneted in a moet refHe- 
hensSile manner. 

Pastob. 

It UB a sad 8t(»7, bat I have always expected acMn^bing of 
the BorL Fne and water most eod in explodiii^! 
What have yoa got there in the diawa& 

Lauka {opens a drawer in the bureau). 
Look, he seans to have kept everything h^e. 
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Pastor (looking through the drawer). 
Good heavens, he has your doll here, and there is your 
chriBteniDg cap and Bertha's rattle; and your letters; 
and the locket {drys his eyes). He must after all 
have loved you very dearly, Laura. I never kept 
such things as these I 

Lauha. 
I believe that he used to love me, but time — time changes 
80 many things. 

Pastoe. 
What is this great paper? The receipt for a gravel 
Yes, better the grave than the lunatic asyltun t 
Laura, tell me, are you blameless in all this ? 

Laura. 

I ? Why should I be to blame because a man goes out 
of his mind f 

Pastor. 
Ah, wellt I shall say nothing t Blood is thicker than 
water after alii 

Laura. 
What do you dare to mean ? 



Pastor {gazing at her). 
Laura. 



Listen! . 

What? 

Pabtor. 
Listen. You surely cannot deny that it is in conformity 
with your wishes that you will be able to educate 
your child yourself? 
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Lauba. 



Pastor. 
Laura. 



I don't understand. 

How I admire you I 

Me? H'ml 

Pastor. 

And I shall become the guardian of that freethinker up 
there. Do you know I have always considered him 
as a weed in our garden. 

Laura (gives a short suppressed laiigh, and then 
becomes suddenly grave). 
And you dare to say that to me — ^his wife ? 

Pastor. 

You are strong, Laura, incredibly strong I Like a trapped 
fox, you would rather bite off your own leg than let 
yourself be caught ! Like a master thief— no accom- 
plice, not even your own conscience! Look at 
yourself in the glass I You dare not I 

Laura. 
I never use a looking-glass I 

Pastor. 

No, you dare not! Let me look at your hand. Not 
a treacherous blood stain, not a trace of cunning 
poison! A little innocent murder that cannot be 
reached by the law ; an unconscious sin ; uncon- 
scious I That is a splendid invention I Do you hear 
how he is working up there ? Beware I if the man 
gets out he will make short work of you. 
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IjAUHA. 

You talk an much an if you had a bad cotMcience. 
AccuNo mo if you can t 

Pamtor. 
I cannot 

liAUnA* 

You Hcol You cannot, and therefore I am innocent 
You take care of your ward^ and I will look after 
mine I There'H the <loctor. 

HcKNR in 

The FoRMRit Doctor. 

Laura (yetting up). 

Good evening, Doctor. You at lea«t will help me, will 
you not? But unfortunately there i» not much to 
be done. Do you hear how he iJi going on up there 7 
Are you convinced now 7 

Doctor. 

I am convinced that an act of violence has been com- 
mitted, but the quention in whether that act of 
violence is to be considered as an outbreak of anger 
or of madness. 

PAHTOa 

But apart from the actual outbreak you must acknowledge 
that his ideas are those of a monomaniac. 

Doctor. 

I think that your ideas, Pastor, are much more those ot a 
monomaniac. 
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Pastor. 
My firmly-rooted convictions about the highest things — 

Doctor. 

We will put convictions on one side. Madam, it rests 
with you to decide whether your husband has made 
himself Uable to imprisonment and fine or to deten- 
tion in an asylum I What do you think of the 
behaviour ? 

Laura. 

I will not answer for it now. 

Doctor. 

Then you have no firmly-rooted convictions as to what 
is most advantageous in the interests of the family ? 
What do you say, Pastor ? 

Pastor, 

WeU, there will be a scandal in either case. It is not 
easy to say. 

Laura. 

But if he is only sentenced to a fine for violence, he will 
be able to repeat the violence. 

Doctor. 

And if he is sent to prison he will soon be out again. 
Therefore we consider it most advantageous for all 
parties that he should immediately be treated as 
insane. Where is the nurse ? 

Laura. 
Why? 
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Doctor. 

She must put the strait-waistcoat on the patient when I 
have talked to him and given the order I But not 
before. I have — the — the garment out here. (Ooes 
out into the hall and comes in with a large parceL) 
Please ask the nurse to come in. [Laura rings. 

Pastor. 
Shocking I Shocking I [Enter Nurse. 

Doctor {takes out the stratt-tcaistcoat). 

Please pay attention I I wish you to slip this strait- 
waistcoat on to the Captidn from behind when I 
consider that circumstances require it to prevent 
outbreaks of violence. As you see, it has excessively 
long sleeves with the object of hindering his move- 
ments. They are to be tied at the back. There 
are two straps here that go through buckles, which 
are afterwards made fast to the arm of the chair or 
the sofa or whatever is convenient Will you do 

this? 

Nurse. 

No, sir, I can't do that ; I can't, indeed ! 

Laura. 
Why don't you do it yourself, Doctor ? 

Doctor. 

Because the patient distrusts me. You, Madam, would 
appear the most obvious person, but I fear that he 
distrusts even you. 

{Laura makes an involimtary movement) 
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DoCTOIt. 

Perhaps you, Pastor. 

Pastor. 
No, I must decline. 

Scene IV 

The Former. N5jd. 

Laura. 
Have you delivered the note already ? 

N()JD. 

Yes, ma'am. 

Doctor. 

Is that you, Nojd ? You know the circumstances here ; 
you know that the Captain is out of his mind, and 
you must help us to look after him. 

Nojd. 

If there is anything I can do for the Captain, you may be 
sure I will do it 

Doctor. 
You are to pat this jacket on him , . . 

NCRHIS. 

No, he shan't touch hint Nojd shall not hurt hint I 
would rather do it myseli^ very, vety gratly* But 
Nojd can stand outoide and help me if neceMsaiy. 
He may do that (Loud knocking at the primle 
door.) 
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Doctor 

Here he w I Put the jacket under your nhawl on that 
chair, and if you will all tio out for the present; the 
Pantor and I will receive him, for that door will not 
hold out many minut<.% Now go* 

NtTiiHK (out to left.) 
Ijord JcMUM help um I 

(fjdnra hch Imre/iUf and goen oiit to left.) 
{N&jd goen out at fniek) 

HOKSK V 

(7^he private door i» forced ojim^ m that the chi/i/r is 
throvm forwmd on the floor a/ml the lock in broken,) 

Thk Captain, Doctok, Pahtoic 

( The Captain comes in with a jnle of hookn tmder fds 
a/rm. Putn them on the tahle,) 

CaI'TAIN. 

The whole thing in to be reml here, and in every l>ooL 
Ho I waH not out of my mind I Here it \n in the 
Odynwjy, canto one, verwe 216, page of the IJfmala 
translation. It \n TelemakoM who Hpeaku Uy 
Athene* "My Mother indeed maintains that he, 
OdyHKcuH, iH my Father, but I mynelf know it not, for 
no man y(jt hath known hiH own origin/' And this 
Htwpicion \n harlK)urcd by Telemakcm of Penelope, 
the mrmt virtuotm of women* It \% beautiful I Ik it 
not? And here we have the projihet Kzekiel : ** The 
F(K)1 waith ; »ee here \n my father, but who can tell 
whcme loin« have engendered him/' 
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ACT iiL sc. V. THE FATHER 

It is quite clear. What have I got here? Merslakow's 
EGstory of RusEdan literature. ^'Alexander Puschkiny 
Russia's greatest poet, was tortured to death by the re- 
ports that were circulated about his wife's unfiedthful- 
ness rather than by the ball he received in his breast 
in a duel. On his deathbed he swore that she was 
innocent." Ass, Ass ! How could he answer for it ? 
In the meantime you hear that I read my books — ^Ah, 
JonaSy are you there ? And the Doctor of course ? 
Have you heard how I answered an English lady, 
when she complained of an Irishman who used to 
throw lighted lamps in his wife's face. ** God, what 
women," I cried. — " Women," she lisped. — " Yes, of 
course," I answered. ''When things go to such a 
length that a man, a man who loved and worshipped 
a woman, takes a lighted lamp and throws it in her 
face, then one can telL" 

Pastor. 
What can one tell ? 

Captain. 

Nothing. One never knows anything. One only believes. 
Is not that true, Jonas ? One believes, and then one 
is saved I Yes ; so one would be. No, I know that 
one may be lost by one's faith. I know thai 

Doctor. 

ft 

Captain I 

Captain. 

Hush! I will not speak to you; I will not hear you 
repeating the chatter in there like a telephone ! In 
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tbere I You know I — Littten, Jonas ; do you believe 
that you are the father of your children ? I remember 
that you had a tutor in the house who was good- 
looking, and who was a great deal gossiped about 

Pastor. 

Adolf, beware I 

Captain. 

Grope about under your wig, and feel if there are not two 
knobs there. By my soul, I believe ho tumg pale I 
Yes, yea ; they only talk ; but, good Lord, there is bo 
much talk. 8till we are nothing but ridiculous dupes 
for all that, we married men. Don't you think so, 
Doctor? How was it with your marriage bed. Had 
you not a lieutenant in the house, too ? Wait, and I 
will guess 1 His name is {whispera m Doctor'a ea/r). 
You see he turns pale, too 1 Don't be unhappy now. 
She is dead and buried, and what is done can't be 
undone ? I knew him well, by the by, and he is 
now . . . look at me, Doctor . . . No, right into 
my eyes ... a nuyor of dragoons I By God, if I 
don't believe he has horns, too. 

Doctor {annoyed). 
Captain, won't you talk of something else 7 

Captain. 
Do you see. He immediately wants to talk of something 
else when I mention horns. 

Pabtor. 
Do you know, Adolf, that you are insane ? 



ACT iiL sa V. THE FATHER 

Captain, 

Yes ; I know that well Plough. Bat if I only bad the 
management of yonr crowned brains awhile, I should 
soon have yon shut up, too ! I am mad, but how 
did I become so ? That does not matter to you, and 
it does not matter to anyone ! Will you talk of some- 
thing else now ? {Takes photograph album from the 
table.) Lord Jesus, is that my child I Mine I We 
cannot tell that Do you know what would have to 
be done to make sure? first, one would have to 
marry to get a position in society, then immediately 
be divorced and become lovers, and finally adopt the 
children. Then one would at least be sure that they 
were one's adopted children. That is right enough. 
But how does all this help me now ? What can help 
me now that you have taken my conception of im- 
mortaUty from me, what do science and philosophy 
avail me when I have nothing to live for, what can I 
do with life when I have no honour ? I grafted my 
right arm, half my brain, half my marrow on to 
another stem, for I thought they would grow up 
together and knit themselves into a more perfect 
tree, and then someone came with a knife and cut 
them asunder below the graft, and now I am only 
half a tree. As for the other half, it goes on grow- 
ing with my arm and half my brain, while I pine and 
die, for they were the best parts I gave Away. Now 
I will dia Do what yon like with me. I shall not 
be found any more. 
[Uie Doctor tohupers to the Pastor, and they go into 
the inner rooms on the left. Immediately after- 
wards Bertha comes out. 
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SCBNE VI 

The Captain. Bertha. 
( The Captain sinks into a chair by the table.) 

Bertha (goes up to him). 
Are you ill, father ? 

Captain {looks up offended). 
I? 

Bertha. 

Do you know what you have done ? Do you know that 
you threw the lamp at mother ? 

Captain. 
Did I? 

Bertha. 

Yes you did. Just think if she had been hurt 

Captain. 
What would that have mattered ? 

Bertha. 
You are not my father if you can talk like that 

Captain. 

What do you say ? Am I not your father ? How do 
you know that ? Who told you that ? And who 
is your father, then ? Who ? 

Bertha. 
Not you at any rate. 
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Captain. 

Still not 1 1 Who, then ? Who ? You seem to be well 
informed! Who told you? That I should live to 
see my child come and tell me straight in the face 
that I am not her father ! But do you not know that 
you disgrace your mother when you say that ? Do 
you not know that it is her shame if it is so ? 

Bertha. 
Say nothing bad about mother ; do you hear ? 

Captain. 

No ; you all hold together against me ! And so you have 
done all the time. 

Bertha. 
Father ! 

Captain. 

Do not say that word again ! 

Bertha. 
Father, father I 

Captain (drawing her to him). 

Bertha, dearly beloved child, you are my child, are you 
not ? Yes, yes ; it cannot be otherwise. It is so. 
The rest was only morbid thoughts which come on 
the wind like pestilence and fevers. Look at me, 
^ and then I shall see my soul in your eyes I — ^But I 
see her soul, too I You have two souls, and you 
love me with one of them and hate me with the 
other. But you must only love me ! You must 
only have one soul, or you will never have peace, 
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nor I either. You must only have one thought, 
which is the child of my thought ; you must only 
have one will, which is mine. 

Bertha. 
But I will not I want to be myself. 

Captain. 
You must not You see, I am a cannibal, and I will eat 
you* Your mother wanted to eat me, but she could 
not I am Saturn who ate his children because it 
had been prophesied that they would eat him. To 
eat or be eaten I That is the question. If I do not 
eat you, you will eat me, and you have already 
showed me your teeth 1 But don't be frightened, 
my darling child ; I won't do you any harm. 
[Ooe8 to the trophy of weapons a/nd takes down a 
revolver. 

Bertha (trying to escape). 
Help, mother, help, he's going to murder me ! 

Nurse (coming in). 
Mr Adolf, what is it ? 

Captain (examines revolver). 
Have you taken the cartridges out 7 

Nurse. 
Yes, I just tidied them away, but sit down and be quiet, 
and I'll get them out again I 
[She takes the Captain by the arm and puts him in a 
chair y into which he sinks feebly. Then she takes 
out the strait-waistcoat and places herself behind 
the chair. 

{Bertha sUps out on the left.) 
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Nurse. 

Mr Adolf, do you remember when you were my darling 
little child and I tucked you in of nights, and 
said " Gentle Jesus " to you, and do you remember 
how I got up in the night and gave you a drink ; do 
you remember how I lighted the candle and talked 
about pretty things when you had bad dreams and 
couldn't sleep. Do you remember ? 

Captain. 

Go on talking, Margret, it soothes my head so : Go on 
talking agam. 

Nurse. 

Oh yes, but you must listen to me ! Do you remember 
when you once took the great kitchen knife and 
wanted to cut out boats with it, and how I came in 
and had to get the knife away by tricking you. You 
were a little foolish child so I had to trick you, for 
you didn't believe that we meant well by you. " Give 
me that ugly snake," I said, ''or it Will bite you" I and 
then you gave up the knife. ( Takes the revolver out of 
the Captain's hand,) And then when you had to dress 
yourself and didn't want to. Then I had to coax you 
and say that you should have a golden coat and be 
dressed like a prince. And then \ took your little vest 
that was only made of green worsted, and held it up 
in front of you and said : '' In with both arms," 'and 
then I said '' sit nice and still while I button it down 
the back." {She gets theja^cket on.) And then I said : 
'' Get up now, and walk across the floor like a good 
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boy 8o that I can see whether it's straight (She 
leads him to the sofa.) And then I said: ^'Now 
you must go to bed" 

Captain. 

What did you say? Was I to go to bed when I was 
dressed. • . . Damnation 1 What have you done 
with me ? {Tries to free himself.) Ah t You infer- 
nally cunning woman ! Who would have thought that 
you had so much wit {Lies down on the sofa.) 
Trapped, shorn, outwitted, forbidden to die. 

NUBSE. 

Forgive me, Mr Adolf, forgive me, but I wanted to hinder 
you from killing your child. 

Captain. 

Why didn't you let me kill the child ? For life is a hell and 
death a heaven, and children belong to heaven. 

Nurse. 
How do you know what comes after death ? 

Captain. 

That is the only thing we do know, but of life we know 
nothing I Oh, if one had only known from the 
beginning. 

Nurse. 

Mr Adolf, humble your hard heart and cry to God for 
mercy, it is not yet too lata It was not too late for 
the thief on the cross when the Saviour said, ^'To-day 
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise." 
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Captain. 
Are you croaking for a corpse already, old crow ? 

Nurse {takes a hymn hook out of her pocket). 

Captain (calls). 
Nojd, is Nojd there ? [Enter Nojd. 

Captain. 

Fling that woman out I She is trying to strangle me with 
her hymn booL Throw her out of the window, or 
up the chimney or anywhere. 

NOjd {looks at Nurse). 

Heaven help you, Captain, but I can't do that, I simply 
can't If only it were six men, but a woman I 

Captain. 
Have you never got the better of a woman, heigh ? 

Nojd. 

Of course I have, but it is a very different thing to lay 
hands on a woman. 

Captain. 
Why is it so different ? Have they not laid hands on me ? 

N«JD. 

Yes, but I can't. Captain. It is downright as if you were 
to ask me to strike the pastor. It's against nature I 
I can't ! 
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Scene VII 
The Former Laura (she signs to Niijd to go). 

Captain. 

Omphale, Omphale I Now you play with the club while 
Hercules Bpins the wooL 

[Laura comes forward to the sofa. 

Laura. 
Adol£ Look at me. Do you think that I am your enemy ? 

Captain. 

Yes, I do think so. I believe that you are all my enemies I 
My mother who did not want to bring me into the 
world because I was to be bom with pain was my 
enemy when she deprived my embryonic life of its 
nourishment and made a weakling of me. My sister 
was my enemy when she taught me that I was to be 
obedient to her. The first woman I embraced was my 
enemy, for she gave me ten years of illness in pay- 
ment for the love I gave her. My daughter became 
my enemy when she had to choose between me and 
you. And you, my wife, you have been my arch- 
enemy, because you have never left me till I lay here 
lifeless. 

Laura. 

I don't know that I ever thought or intended what you 
think I did. It may be that an obscure desire to get 
rid of you as something troublesome may have 
existed within me, and if you see any plan in my 
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conduct, it is possible that it was to be found there, 
although I was unconscious of it. I have never 
reflected about my actions, but they have proceeded 
on the lines that you yourself laid down, and before 
God and my conscience I consider myself innocent, 
even if I am not Your existence has lain like a 
stone on my heart, which weighed so heavily that 
the heart sought to shake oS the oppressive burden. 
These are the facts, and if I have wounded you to 
the death, I ask your forgiveness. 

Captain. 

All^that sounds plausible. But of what help is it to me ? 
And whose is the fault ? Perhaps that of a spiritual 
marriage ! Formerly one married a wife, now one 
enters into partnership with a business woman, or 
goes to live with a friend. . . . And then one cheats 
the partner, and outrages the friend I What becomes 
of love, healthy physical love ? It dies in the mean- 
tima And what is the result of this love in shares, 
payable to the bearer without joint liability ? Who 
is the bearer when the crash comes? Wlio is the 
fleshly father to the spiritual child ? 

Laura. 

And with regard to your suspicions about the child, they 
are quite without foundation. 

Captain. 

That is just what is so appalling I If at least there was 
any foundation for them, it would be something 
to take hold of, to cling to. Now there are only 
shadows that hide themselves in the bushes, and 
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BUCK out tneiT neaoB to grm ; it is use Bgntmg wita 
the air, or firing blank cartridges at a sham-Gght. 
A fatal realitj would have called forth reBistance, 
nerved life and bouI to action ; but now my thoughts 
dissolve into thin air, and my brain grinds a, void 
until it is on fire. Put a pillow under my head, and 
throw eomething over me, I am cold. I am so 
terribly cold I 
[Laura takes her shawl and spreads it over hi/m,. 
Nurse goes to fetch a pilloio. 

Laura. 

Give me your hand, friend. 

Captain. 

My hand I The hand that you have bound ! Omphale ! 
Omphalet . . . But I can feel your shawl against 
my mouth ; it is aa warm and soft as your arm, and 
it smells of vanilla, like your hair when you were 
young ! Laura, when you were yom^, and we 
walked in the birchwoods, with the oxlips and the 
thrushes . . . glorious, glorious I Think how beauti- 
ful life was, and what it is now. You did not wish 
to have it so, and neither did I, and yet it happened. 
Who then rules over life ? 

Laura. 
Qod alone rules . . . 

Captain. 

The God of strife then I Or perhaps the goddess nowa- 
days. Take away the cat that is lying on me ! 
Take it away I 
[Nurse brings m a pHhw and takes away the shawl. 
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Captain. 

Give me my uniform coat ! Throw it over me I {Nurse 
takes the coat from the clothes pegs a/nd lays it over 
him.) Ah, my rough lion skin that you wanted to 
take away from me! Omphalel Omphalet Thou 
cunning woman who wast the lover of peace and the 
deviser of disarmaments. Wake, Hercules, before 
they take thy club from theet You will wile our 
armour off us too, and make believe that it is tinsel 
No, it was iron, do you hear, before it became tinsel 
In olden days the smith made the cuirass, now it 
is the needlewoman. Omphale ! Omphale I rude 
strength has fallen before treacherous weakness. — 
Out on you, infernal woman, and damnation on 
your sex I {He raises himself to spit at her^ but falls 
back on to the sofa.) What sort of a piUow have you 
given me, Margret ? It is so hard, and so cold, so 
cold ! Come and sit here by me on the chair. There 
now I May I lay my head on your lap ? Ah, that is 
warm I Bend over me so that I can feel your breast I 
Oh, it is sweet to sleep on a woman's breast, a mother's 
or a mistress's, but the mother's is best 

Laura. 
Would you like to see your child, Adolf ? 

Captain. 

My child? A man has no children, it is only women 
who have children, and therefore the fiiture is 
theirs, when we die childless. Oh, God I who lovest 
children 1 
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NUBSB. 

Idsten, he is praying to God. 

Captain. 

No, to you to put me to sleep, for I am tired, so tired. 
Good nighty Margret^ and blessed be yon among 
women. 

[He raises himself but foMs back on the nurse* s lap 

with a cry. 



SCENB VIII 

Laura goes to the left and calls in the Doctor who 
enters with the Pabtor. 

Laura* 
Help, Doctor I if it is not too late. Look, he has ceased 
to breathe I 

Doctor (feels the patient's pulse). 
It is a fit 

Pabtor. 
Is he dead ? 

DocToa 

No, he may stiU come back to life, but to what an 
awakening we do not know* 

Pastor. 

*' First death, and then the judgment" 
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Doctor, 

No judgment, and no accusations. You who boliovo 
that a God overrules the fortunes of men must tamk 
of flim concerning this matter. 

Nurse. 
Ah, Pastor, he prayed to God in his last moments. 

Pastor (to Laura). 

Is that true ? 

Laura. 
It m true. 

Doctor. 

In that case, of which I can judge just as little an of the 
origin of the illness, my science is at an end You 
try now, Pastor. 

Laura. 
Is this all that yon have to say by this death-bed, IXk^it ? 

Doctor. 

This is aO! I know no more. Lei him speak tiiat 
knows more ! 

Bertha (eaten on the left and rtm$ forward 

to her mciier). 
Mother! Mother! 

Laura* 
My dnldy my own cliikl ! 

PAmoR. 
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